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They collapsed, feeling an icy cold m their reins, and an overwhelming weight upon their eyelids.
They rose up and bounded against the rocks ; but those at the base, pressed down by the uppermost, were immovable. Then they tried to clutch on to the rocky sides to attain the top ; but the tun-bellied form of these huge masses refused all hold. They tried to split the earth at the sides of the gorge, but their weapons broke ; then, as a last resort, they made a vast fire with their tent-poles, but the mountain would not burn.
Now they turned back to the portcullis ; it was garnished with long spikes, thick as boar-spears, and sharp as porcupine quills, set closer together than bristles in a brush. But their rage animated them so blindly, that they threw themselves upon it: the first were spiked to the very backbone, the second fell backwards over each other, the whole recoiled, and left human shreds and blood-stained scalps caught on the horrible spikes.
When their discouragement was a little abated, they examined their provisions. The Mercenaries, whose baggage was lost, possessed hardly enough supplies for two days, and all the others found themselves absolutely destitute, as they had been waiting for a promised convoy from the southern villages.
Meanwhile, the cattle loosened by the Carthaginians in the gorge to decoy the Barbarians into this trap, wandered about: these they killed with their lances ; after eating until their stomachs were full, their thoughts became less dismal.
The next day, they slaughtered the mules, in all forty; then scraped their hides, boiled their entrails.,